D Aria's following, recognizing the Pontifical Captain, stepped forward
briskly.
"In what can I serve you, Sir Captain?" The deference of the
question was purely mechanical. The Provencal knew enough of what
had happened that day in Genoa to be made uneasy by this invasion
in strength.
Prospero was short. "You will place the Castelletto in my charge."
Dismay overspread the man's swarthy countenance. It was a
moment before he found his voice. "With deference, Sir Captain,
that I cannot do. Messer Cesare Fregoso has placed me in command
here, and here I must remain until Messer Cesare relieves me."
"Or until I sweep you out. You've heard me, sir. Willingly or
unwillingly you'll obey."
The officer attempted bluster. A big man, his proportions seemed
to swell. "Sir Captain, I cannot take your orders. I------"
Prospero waved his attention to the men now in ordered ranks
behind him. "There is the argument that will compel you."
A gloomy laugh followed upon a grimace of malevolence. "All,
Ventre Dieu ! If you take that tone, what can I do?"
"What I bid you. It will save trouble."
"For me, perhaps.  But for you, sir, it may make it.**
"That is my affair, I think."
"I hope you'll like it." The fellow swung on his heel, bawling
orders in a voice like a trumpet call. Men cams at the double in
response to it, formed their ranks across the courtyard, and within ten
minutes were marching out of the fortress to the tune of "En Rsvenant
' d'Espagne". The officer going last swept Prospero a bow that was full
of mockery and the menase of things to come.
Prospero went in, to find his father, and was led by Scipione up a
narrow stone staircase to a portal guarded by two sentries, who were
summarily dismissed to rejoin their company. Then Prospero
unlocked the door, and across an antechamber bare as a prison, came
to that little closet tapesiried in blue and grey.
On a day-bed set under one of those narrow windows that com-
manded a view of the city, the harbour and the gulf beyond, Antoniotto
Adorno reclined in a drowsiness of exhaustion. Despite the heat he
was wrapped in a long black houppelande that was heavy with dark
fur. His lady, slim and youthful in a stiff high-corsaged gown of
purple shot with gold, occupied an arm-chair at the head of his couch.
A table in mid-chamber was encumbered with the remnants of the
very simplest of meals: the half of a loaf of rye bread, a hemisphere of
Lombard cheese, a dish of fruit, figs, peaches and grapes from some
patrician garden, a tall silver beaker of wine and some glasses.
The creak of the door on its hinges roused Monna Aurelia. She
looked over her shoulder and her fkce went pale under the black,
peaked headdress at the sight of Prospero almost hesitant upon the
threshold. Then she was on her feet, with heaving bosom and a cry
that caused her lord to raise his heavy eyelids and look round in his
turn. Beyond a wider opening of the kindly generous old eyes,
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